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Wilson wiped the sweat away from Bentinck's face.
Thanks,5 Bentinck said. 'Bloody nuisance this happening.
Upset Owen, too. He wanted to save me. Better prospect
than the others. I'm so old, you see. No vice left in me.
Kaffirs will be sorry, too. And the Masai. And it's spoilt
your trip.' He was silent
Wilson wiped his face again. 'How do you feel?' he asked.
It was a silly question.
Tine,' Bentinck said. 'No pain. Wonderful stuff that
poison. Tell Channel; he'll be interested. Pity he couldn't
watch it working. Clever man, Channel... Interest him.'
He was silent again.
Bentinck was the first man Wilson had seen die. Only a
few days ago he had been thinking how strong he was, how
tough, admiring the tireless way he marched, the ease with
which he slept anywhere. Why, it was only a few days since
he had shot the gorilla. He thought of his own life... of
Bentinck's. Bentinck had lived and was going to die a hunter.
He thought of other men, of other professions: of how one
man's work was another man's pleasure. All hobbies were
work for someone else.
The commercial traveller worked in his garden... the
gardener wished he could travel. The business man made
cabinets on the week end... the cabinet-maker wished he
could wear a good suit and commute to a comfortable office.
A maid sewed seams... her mistress did embroidery. Man
liked to work, but he liked variety in work. A holiday was
only a change of activity. Hunting was work for Bentinck.
Bentinck opened his eyes.
'It's funny that boy coming when he did,5 Wilson said.
The funny thing about it was the way he had found them.
You could not get lost in Africa. Wherever you went, you
were watched... a source of amusement, of conversation, of
gifts, of meat. Again the paradox that Sebastian loved so
well. Secrecy coupled with the observation... knowledge